230            .           HOW ABBOT THOROLD
bling audibly at the black work before them. At last the crashing of the branches died away, and all was still.
Abbot Thorold sat there upon his shivering horse, shivering himself as the cold pierced through his wet mail; and as near an hour passed, and no sign of foe or friend appeared, he cursed the hour in which he took off the beautiful garments of the sanctuary to endure those of the battlefield. He thought of a warm chamber, warm bath, warm footcloths, warm pheasant, and warm wine. He kicked his freezing iron feet in the freezing iron stirrup. He tried to blow his nose with his freezing iron hand ; but clropt his handkerchief (an almost unique luxury in those days) into the mud, and his horse trod on it. He tried to warble the song of Eoland: but the words exploded in a cough and a sneeze. And so dragged on the weary hours, says the chronicler, nearly all day, till the ninth hour. But never did they see coming out of the forest, the men who had gone in.
A shout from his nephew, Sir Ascelin, made all turn their heads. Behind them, on the open lawn, in the throat between the woods by which they had entered, were some forty knights, galloping towards them.
"Ivo?"
"No!" almost shrieked the Abbot. "There is the "Wake banner. It is. Hereward."
" There is Winter on his left," cried one. " And there, with the standard, is the accursed monk, Eanald of Ramsey."